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The Tragedy 

1 can no longer hold me patient. 

Heare me you wrangling pirates that fall out, 

I (baking out that which you haue pild from me : . 
Which of. you tremble not that looke on me ? 

Tf not, that I being Queene , you bow like fubie^s. 

Y et that by you difpofd , you quake like rebels : 

O gentle villaine , doe not turneaway. 

Clo. Foule wrinkled witch,vvhat mak’ft thou in my fight? 
jQh. Mar. But repiticion of’ what thou halt mard, 
That will I make , before I Jet thee goe ' 

A husband and a fonne thomowed mto me. 

And thou a kingdome all of you alleagence : 

The forrow that I haue byrightis yours,- 
And all the pleafures you vfurpe , is mine. 

(jlo* Thecurfe my noble father layd on< thee. 

When thou didd Crownehis warlike browes with paper 
And with thy fcorne drew riuers from his eyes, 

And then to drie them , gau’d the Duke a clout 
Stecpt in the^lood of pritty Rut lard 
His cur fes then from bitcmelfe of loule, 

Denounc’d againft thee , ar^faden vpon thee, <\li 

And God , not we , hath plagued thy bloody deed. 

$hi; So mil is God to rim the innocent. 

Hatt. O twas the fouled deed to flay that Babe 
"And the mod mcrcileffe that euer was heard of. * 

Mi. Tyrants thcmfelues wept when it was reported, 
•Dor/No man but prophefied reuenge for it* 

"Rue .Northumberland then prefent, wept to feeit. 
g^Mar. What ? were you fnarling all before I came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat. 

And turne- you now, your hatred now on me ? 

Did Tories dread curfepreuaile lb much with heauen, 
That Henries death my louely Edwards death. 

Their Kingdomes fod my vyoefull banifh nient / 

Could allbutanlwere for tharpccuilh brat ? 5 
Can curfes pearce the Clouds*, and enter heauen ; 

Why then giue way dull Clouds to my quicke curfes- : 
Jf not by warre, by furfet die your King. 

As ours by murder to make him a King. 

Edrid 


of Richard the Third. 

mv fonne , which now is Prince of Met, 
ItlSd my fonne, which was the Prince of Wales, 
Si in bis youth by like untimely violence, 

Xhyfclfe a Queene, for me that was a Queene, 

Oui-lhiethy glor; 

Tons mayft thou. 

V fee another.as I fec thee now . 

tTckt in thy slEty.asthovl art fiald inirme: 

“'Lons <!re thy happy dayes before thy death, 

U after many lengthned homes of gneft, 

.yther mother, wife^or S ngUnds Queene 


n It -liuethy °lory /like my wretched lelfe : 

mavftthou Hue to waile thy childrens Ioffe, 


nvc-nwncimutuva, - o 

KiucrsM Vorfet, you were danders by , 

And fo wad thou Lord Haft mgs, when my fonne 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers , God I pray him. 

That none of you, may Hue your naturall age. 

But by fomevnlookt accident cut oft. 

do, Haue done thy charme thou hatefull withered hag. 
QMar. And leaue outthee?day dog for thou fhali hears 
If heauen haue any grieuous plague in dore, (me. 

Exceeding thofe that I can wifli vpon thee : 

0 let them keepeit till thy (innes be ope. 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee the troubter of the poore worlds peace: 

The worme of confcience dill begnawthy foule. 

Thy friends fufpe& for traytors whild thou liued. 

And take deepe traytors for thy deareft friends^. 
Nofleepecloie vp the deadly eyes of thine, 

Vnlelfe it be whild fome tormenting dreame 
Affrights thee with-a hell ofvgly diuels. 

Thou e!uifh markt, abordue rooting hog. 

Thou that wad feald in thy natiuity 
The flaue of nature, and'the fonne of hell. 

Thou (lander of thy mothers heauy womhe, 

.Thou loathed iffue of thy fathers loynes. 

Thou rag of honour, thou deteded, &c. 
do. Margrtt . 

, QjMar. Richard . Clo. Ha ? 

Q. Mar . I call thee not. 

G/e.Then cry thee mercy : for T had thought^ 

C a * Thou 
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